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THE CITIZEN. 


Tu E firdt rehretentation of tus Piece took place in the Season 
of 1761, at Drury-lane Theatre, under the direction of its 
Author 5 who we are WE was bet in that business by the 


lat Samuel Foote. 
| The well-remembered Mis Elliot, as 4 celebrated for her 


benty, as for her professional excellence, made her first 4h. 
©" frarance as the heroine of his diverting little drama of Arthur 


Murphy ; to whom the Stage is indelted ſor Seceral excellent | 
Comedies, dear in the estimation of the sensible and discerning. 
| The Critics of that day were laviah in praise of Sentimental 


 froverbs, with which the novelties of the Stage were Somewhat 
ozercharged ; and our Author was accused of making his audience 


laugh at the er pence of reason and probalilily.—Now, public 
tate, and daily criticiem, take another turn; and we can only 


 4a/4im with the Poet What a change from yesterday.” 


Notting can sþeak more forcthly, in praise of the Writer of 


Tur Citrix, than the repetable houses his productions are 


ſure to produce, whenever they are performed. The interest of | 
his fables, the briliiant and ster ling wit of his dialogue, and the 


Strong (harafter, true to nature and to genius, with which he 


inves; Hi personages, will ever, let fashion change as it ad 
enzure t0 him a $oltd and a | Regling fame. 


Dramatis Pergonae, 


5 DRURNY-LANE. 

Old Philpot, - Mx. BAbprlirTr 
Young Philpot, Mx. BAxxtis rr, Jun, 
Sir Jasper Wilding, - Mx. BUR rox ; 
Young Wilding, + Mx. R. PaIAEA 
| Beaufort, Mx. Braxyd 

Dapper, „Mz. Fawcerr- 

Quilldrive, Mx. Banks | 
Moria. Mise Fare Rx 
9 En » Miss TipsWELL, 

COVENT- GARDEN. | 
Old Philpot, Mx. Quick 
Young Philpot, Mx. Brexxznn 
Sir Jasper Wilding, Mx. Tromsox 
Young Wilding, Mx. Davixs 

Beaufort, Mu. Mackzapr 
Dapper, - Mn. Roc. 

Quilldriee, IM, Po wr. 

Maria, - Mrs. ESTIEN 
- Corrinna, Miss LrsERK VE. 
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SCENE—A Room in S1R JaSPER WILDING'S House. 
YouxG Wirpixc, 0 n FORT, any WI LL following. 


Wilding. 


* A, ha, my done Beaufort! A fiery young fellow 


like you, melted down into a sighing, love-sick. 
dangler after a high heel, a well- turn'd ankle, and a 
Short petticoat | 2; 

Beau. Pry'thee, Wilding, don't laugh at me 
Marig' $ Charms—— 

Wild. Maria's charms ! wh so Now you wad 
fain grow wanton in her praise, and have me listen 


o your raptures about my own sister? Ha, ha, Pace 


Beaufort ! Is my sister at home, Will? 
ill. She is, Sir. | 


Mud. How long has my father been gone out? 
Mill. This hour, Sir. 


Wild, Very well. Pray, give Mr. Beaufort's 


| n to my sister, and he is come to wait * 


. 


„ 41. 


on her,—{ Exit Will.) %. to ce her 


I suppose, Charles. 
Beau. I live but in her — 


Mild. Live but in hexprecencs! How the devil could 5 
the young baggage raise this riot in your heart? 'Tis 


more than her brother could ever do with wy of her 
sex. 


are come up to town, post- haste, to marry a wealthy 
citizen's daughter, who only saw you last season st 


Tunbridge, and has been languishing for you ever | 


since. 
Wild. Tis more than I do for her; and, to tell 
you the truth, more than I believe che does for me 


— This is a match of prudence, man! bargain and 


sale! My reverend dad and the old put of a citizen 
finished the business at Lloyd' s coffee-house by inch 


of candle—a mere transferring of property !- 


Give your son to my daughter, and I will give my 


daughter to your son.“ That's the whole affair; and 1 


80 J am just arrived to consummate the nuptials. 
Beau. Thou art the happiest fellow 
Wild. Happy! so I am—what should I be other- 


wise for? 1f Miss _— my ms * 


name 


Philpot. 
Mild. Ayl very true Miss Sally Philpot— 


| * will bring fortune sufficient to pay off an old in- 


cumberance upon the family- estate, and my father is 


to settle handsomely upon me and $0 Ir or ; 


$on to be contented, have not 12 


Beau. Nay, you have no reason to complain; vou 


Beau. Well! that is $0 like n Sally | 


r 
. 
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Jean. And you are willing to marry "wr without 


| — one spark of love for her ? 


Wild. Love! — Why, I make myself ridiculous 
2 by marrying, don't 1, without being in love 
into the bargain? What! am I to pine for a girl 
that is willing to go to bed to me? Love of all 


| things — My dear Beaufort, one sees so many 


breathing raptures about each other before marriage, 


 anddinning their insipidity into the ears of all their 
Acquaintance : * My dear Ma'am, don't you think 
a him a sweet man? a charminger creature never- 


« was.” Then he on his side—My life! my angel! 


oh! she's a paradise of ever-blooming sweets.“ 


And then in a month's time, * He's a perfidious 


_ #*wyretch! I wish I had never seen his face——the 
devil was in me when I had any thing to say to 


him.“ Oh ! damn her for an inanimated 


6 piece——T wish she'd poison'd herself, with all 
1 * myheart.” That is ever the way; and so you see 


love is all nonsense; well enough to furnish ro- 


| mances for boys and girls at circulating libraries; 
that is all, take my word for it. | 


Beau. Pho! thet is . talk x and the mean time 2 


lam ruin'd. 


Wild. How $0? 


| Bean, Why, you know the old couple have dow 
gain'd your sister away. 
Wild. Bargain'd her away! and will you pretend 


LE you are in love! Can you look tamely on, and see 


her barter'd away at Garraway's, like logwood, coch- 
incal, or indigo? Marry her privately, en and 
* it secret till my affair | F over, 


U rut cirizrx. Aa 1, 


Beau. My dear Wilding, will * propose it to 
her? 
ald. With all my heart—She i is very long a- com. 
ing——I'Il tell you what, if she has a fancy tor you, 
carry her off at once—But perhaps she has a mind 
to this cub ot a citizen, Miss Sally's brother. 
Beau. Oh, no! he's her aversion. | 
Wild. 1 have never seen any of the family, but 
my wife that is to be—my father-in law and my 


brother-in-law, I know nothing of them. What i 


sort of a fellow is the son? 
Beau, Oh! a diamond of the first water a buck, 
Sir! a blood every night at this end of the town; 
at twelve next day he sneaks about the Change, in 
a little bit of a frock and a bob-wig, and looks like a 
sedate book-keeper | in the eyes of all who behold 
him. . 
Mild. Upon my ward; a — of spirit. 
Beau. Spirit; — he drives -a phæton two story 
high, keeps his girl at this end of the town, and is the 
gay George Philpot all round Covent-Garden, 
Mild. Oh, brave! and the father 
Beau. The father, Sir——But here comes "Maria; ah 
take his picture from her. [She sings within, 
Mid. Hey! she is musical this morning ;—ahe 
holds her usual spirits, I find, 
Beau. Ves, yes, the spirit of cighteen, with the 


5 idea of a lover in her head, 


Wild. Ay, and such a lover as you too . 
ein in her teens, she can play upon all your foibles, 
und treat yuu as she does her monkey,—tickle you | 
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Ido? 


torment you, enrage you, sooth you, exalt you, depress 
8 
Enter Mania singing. 
The dame giddy girl1———Siner j——come, my | 


| dear—— 


Maria, Have done, brother; let me have my own 


 way—1 will go through my song. 


Wild. I have not ben you this age; ak me how 


Maria, I won't ask you « how you 40 —1 won't 
take any notice of you—l don't know you. | 
Wild. ae will you 
speak to him? 
Maria. No, I won't speak to him ; ; I'll sing to him 
ts my humour to sing. [Sings. 
Beau, Be serious but for: a moment, Maria! my all 


depends upon it. 


Maria. Oh, $weet Sir 1 you are dying, are you ? 85 


then positively I will sing the song; for it is a de- 
xcription of yourself mind it, Mr. Beaufort mind 
1 Brother, how do you do? (kisses him.) Say 
nothing; don't interrupt me. [ Sings, 
Wild. Have you scen your city lover 1 
Maria. No; inn 2 1 fancy he is 
a curiosity. 
Beau. Long to see him! Maria? | 
Maria. Yes, long to see him—(Beaufort f daler 
with his lip, and looks thoughtful.) Brother, brother! 
{ goes tg him ſoftly, beckons him to look at Begufort) do 
you zee that ? ¶ mimicis kim) mind him; ha, ha! 


Beau. Make me ridiculous if you will, Maria, 80 
yon don't make me unhappy by marrying this citizen. 


Maria. And would you not have me marry, Sir? 


What, I must lead a single life to please you, must 1; 

Upon my word, you are a pretty gentleman to 

make laws for me. | [ Sings, 
Can it be, or by law, or by equity said, N. 

That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid? 

Mid. Come, come, Miss Pert, compose n 
a little — this will never do. 

Maria. My cross, ill- natur'd devther | but it will 
do——Lord! what, do you both call me hither to 
plague me ? I won't stay among ye—e TH 
Phoneur——{( running away) d Choneur, 


Mild. Hey, hey, Miss Notable! come back; pray, | 


Madam, come back— l | Forces her back, 
Maria. Lord of heaven | what do you want? 


Wild. Come, come, truce with your frolics, Miss 


Hoyden, and behave like a sensible girl; we have 
serious business with vou. 

Maria. Have you ? Well, come, 1 wilt be sensible 
—there, I blow all my folly away—'Tis gone, tis 


gone —and now I'll talk dense; come——ls that 3 


Sensible face 


Wild. Poh, poh, be uot, and hear what we have 


to say to you, 

Maria. I will, lam quiet. *Tis PR ven- 

ther; it will be good for the country, this will. 
id. Poh, ridici!ous! how can you be so silly! 


Maria. Bless mel I never saw any thing like you 


bee is no such thing as Satisfying you 
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this strange dress 
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aire-it vas very good sense, what ne 
talks in that manner — Well, well, I'll be silent then 


- —[ won't yu. at all: will that * you? 


L Looks gullen. 

Wild. W come, no more of this folly, but 
mind what is said to you—You have not seen your 
city-lover, you say? [Maria shrugs ler sloulders, 


ond sales her head.) Why don't you answer? 


; wow. My dear Maria, put me out of pain. 
: [Maria shrugs her Shoulders again. 
nw id. Poh, don't be $0 3 but on 3 ma. 
tional answer. 
Maria. Why, no, then ; ; no no, no, no, no, no, 


: I tell you no, no, no. 


' Wild. Come, come, my little giddy e, you 
must not be so flighty; behave sedately, and don't 
be a girl always. 

Maria. Why, don't JI tell you I have not Seen him 


but Lam to see him this very day. 


| Beau, To see him this day? Maria! | 

Maria. Ha, ha !—look there, brother; he is has | 
ginning again But don't fright yourself, and I 11 tell 
you all about it——My papa comes to me this morn- 
ing—by the bye, he makes a fright of himself with 
-Why does not he dress as other 
gentlemen do, brother ? 


Wild. He dresses like his brother bor hunter i in | 
Wiltshire. | 


Maria. But when * comes to town, 1 wish * 8 


would do as other gentlemen do here — l am al- 


most ashamed of lum — hut he comes to me this 


10 _ 7... 
* — Hoic, hoic! our Moll Wie 
R 


« husband, my girl; cnt'hat has eacicde aca f 
« take cover, I warrant un—— Blood to the bone. 


. , 
this? 


Wild. Where are you to see the young citizen? 


and then he intends to drag me into the city with him, | 


and there the sweet creature is to be introduced to 


me——The old gentleman his father is delighted 


with me; but I hate him, an ugly old * 
Mild. Give us a description of him; 1 
n 


Maria. Why, ants the n 


rice, sitting with pleasure upon a bag of money, and 
trembling for fear any body should come and take it 
away—He has got square - toed shoes, and little tiny 


buckles; a brown coat, with small round brass but- 


tons, that looks as if it was new in my great grand - 
mother's time, and his face all shrivell'd and pinch'd 


with care; and he shakes his head like a Mandarine 


upon a chimney- piece Ay, ay, Sir Jasper, you 


A are right and then he grins at me“ I pro- 
4 fess she is a very pretty bale of goods.” A, — £44 


and my son Bob is a very sensible lad—ay, ay, and 


« 1 will underwrite their * one and a 


half per cent.“ x 
Wild. Thank you my dear girl : thank you fur 
— 2 


„res e 


= 


a @-_ 


GI by. : 4 7 
T2. mrTufcrrizen. 
* 1 


nus Destruction to my hopes |—Surely, my dear 
little angel, if you have any regard for me— 5 
err frighten'd again, 
Sings, Dearest creature, Ge. 
| Wild. Psha! give over these airs listen to me, 
and I'll instruct you how to manage them all. 


| # ut don't mistake yourself; though just come 
| from a boarding- school, give me leave to manage for 


myself. —There is in this case a man 1 like and a 
man I don't like—Jt b not you T like (to Beaufort) 
alone I know what to do——1 shall know how to 


prefer one, and get rid of the other. 


Beau. What will you do, Maria? 

. Ha, ha, I can't help laughing at you. [Sings p 

Do not grieve me, | 
l, relieve me, &. 

Wild. Come, come, be serious, Miss Pert, nad 

Miluut you what to an————The ob cit, yoo mays 


| admires you for your understanding ; and his son 


11 
l Even w—this is the charafter of your 
giddy sister. 

Wild, Why then, 1'l tell you—You dall make 
him hate you for a fool, and 50 let the refusal come | 


| from himself. 


als. But how—how, my dear brother? Tel | 


* 


Wad. „ you Jave oven «play, with we, horn 


ON 


a man pretends to be a downright en 
der to rule a wife, and have a wife. 

Mania. Very well—What then ? au — 
Oh I have it—l understand you—say no more 


*tis charming ; 1 like it of all things; I'll do it, 1 | 


will; and I will so plague him, that he shan't know 
what to make of me lle $hallbe a very toad-eater 
to me; the sour, the sweet, the bitter, he shall 
swallow all, and all shall work upon him alike for 
my diversion. Say nothing of it— tis all among 
ourselves; but I won't. be cruel. I hate ill- nature; 
and then, who knows but I may like him? 

Beau. My dear Maria, don't talk of liking him. 

Maria. Oh! now you are beginning again. 

[Sings Voi Amanti, &c. and Exit. 


15 Hm. 'Sdeath, Wilding, I shall never be your bro. 


ther- in-law at this rate. 


Wild. Psha, follow me; don't be cd. 
I'll give her farther instructions, and she will ex* 


ecute them I warrant you: the old fellow's daugh- 


ter shall be mine, and the son _ go shift for him- 5 


self else m here. 


scENE. A Room in ol Ppullror- 5 Houſe. | 


Enter OLD Puizror, reis, Ry Qv11LDBVE. 


Old Phil. Quilldrive, have those dollars been sent 


to the bank, as I order'd? 
| Quill. They have, Sir. 


du Phil. Very well.—Mr Dapper, I am not fond | 
of writing any thing of late ; but at your request 
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Exit. 


bro- 


by 


C. Phil, Hist, higt !— 
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Dab Youknow 1 would not offer you a bad po- 


—_—— 
ON Phil. I believe it—Well, step with me tor 


closet, and 1 will look at your policy ——How much 


doyou want upon it? | 
Dap. Three thonsand : you had "PRE take the : 


whole; there are very good names upon it. 


Old Phil. Well, well, step with me, and 111 talk 
to you—Qurilldrive, step with those bills for accept- 
ance—This way, Mr. Dapper, this way. [Excunt · 


Qrittbntvr folus. | 

Quilt, A miserly old rascal! digging, digging x mo- 
ney out of the very hearts of mankind; constantly 
scraying together, and yet trembling with anxiety 
for fear of coming to want. 


liquorish tooth left—running to the other end of the 
town slily every evening; and there he has his soli- 
* 8 in holes and corners. 


Geenen purrror, acting 6 in. 


-Quilldrive! 
Quill, Ha, Mr. Gras \ 
6. Phil. Is Square- toes at home ? 
Quill. He is. | 
6. Phil. Has he ask d for me? 
Quill. He has. 
6. Phil. (Walks in on tip-toe. d- Does he know I 
did not lie at home ? SD 
_ No; I sunk that upon Vi, © 1 = '® 
EW M 5 


A canting old bypo- _ 
| crite; and yet under his veil of sanctity he has a 
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_ 6. Phil. Well done; I'll give you a Choice geld. 
ing to carry you to Dulwich of a Sunday — Dan. 


natſon l—up all night—stripped of nine hundred 
pounds pretty well for one night! Piqued, repigu. | 


ed, flammed, and capotted every deal!—Old Dry. 
| beard shall pay all—ls forty-seven good ?—no—fifty 
good? no, no- to the end of the chapter Cruel luck! 
Damn me, tis life tho'—this is lite — death I hear 


him coming (runs off and peeps )—no, all's saſe—1 


must not be caught in these cloaths, Quilldrive. 


Quill. How came it you did not leave them at Ma- | 


dam Corrinna's, as you generally do? | 
G. Phil. 1 was afraid of being too late for Old 
_  Square-toes ; and so I whipt into a hackney.coach, 


and drove with the windows up, as if I was afraid of 


2 bum>bailiff—Pretty cloaths, an't they? 
| Quill, Ah! Sir 


G. Phil. Reach _ of iy cnt 


| frocks—no—stay—'tis in the next room, an't it? 
r 
8. Phil, PL band op it on in a twinkle. a 


- Quti4.prrvs ſolus. 


| Quill, Mercy on us! what a life does he lead! Old 


Codger within here will scrape together for him, 
and the moment young master comes to possession, 
III got, ill gone,” 1 warrant me: a hard card ! 
have to play between 'em both—drudging for the 
old man, and pimping for the young one—The father 


is a reservoir of riches, and the son is a fountain id 'F 


Play it all away in * aud folly ! 


7 1 A 8 * 
\% 
L : & 
5 * 
1 


* 
— 


bye. 


5 
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6. Phit. Now I'm equipp'd for the city—Damn the 


city—1 wish the papishes would set fire to it again— 


1 hate to be beating the hoof here among them 


Here comes father—no ;—'tis Dapper. —Quilldrive, 


III give you the gelding. - 
| Quill. Thank you EEE. © 


1 F ater Daves.” . | 


Das. Why, you look like a devil, George. 9 
C. Phil. Yes; I have been up all night, lost all my 
money, and I am afraid I must smash for it. | 


- Dap. Smash for it=-what have 1 let you inte the 


secret for? have not I advised you to trade upon 


5 your own account—and you feel the sweets of it.— 
1 How much do you owe in the city? 


6. Plul. At least twenty thousand. 

3 Poh, that's nothing! Bring it up to fifty or 
an thousand, and then give em a good crash at 
once—I have insured the ship for you 

6. Phil. Have you? | 


- Dep. The policy's full; I have just touch 4 your | 
father for the last three thousand. 


NS. Boceieatt arechograldenddntesþ +: 
- Dap. Every bale—l have had them up to — 


and sold them all to a packer for you. | 
C. Phil, Bravo! and the hip 8 is a with 4 4 
| bish, I suppose? | 
© Dap. Yes; and is now — on the voyage. 

"Ge Fail. Very weil—and to-morrow, or next I 


93 


— — ” 
r 
* * . nf 


. 
sunk between the Needles. 


Da. Certainly. 


6. Phil. Admirable! and then we tall come up 


on the underwriters. 
| Dap. Directly. 


G. Phil. My dear Dapper! cut 1 
©: - Dap. Yes; I do a dozen every year. How d 
you think I can live as I do, otherwise? 


G. Phil. Very true; shall you be at the club after 
Change + Sy 

Dap. Without fail. 

6. Phil. That's right! it will be a 8 


we shall have Nat Pigtail the dry - salter there, and 


Bob Reptile the change - broker, and Sobersides the 
— 2 be there. We 23 
doings. 


Dap. Yes, yes; elk SY morning; 1 


go now and fill up a policy for a mir that has boon 
lost these three days. 


friends. 
Dap. Ay, Vilstand by ew will be time enough 


for you to break when you see your father near his 
end; then give em a smash; put yourself at the 


head of his fortune, and begin the world again— 


Goes morning, a. | 


G. Pa1LyOT golus. 


6. Phat. Dapper, adieu Who now, in my situa- "oy 1 
tion, would envy any of your great tolks at thecqurt- ⸗- 


as 5 Ts c. „ 


G. Phil. yr Dagger, thou art the beat of | 


a, or 


him. 
do 
ifter 


2 


alla 
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end! a lord has nothing to depend upon but his 


1 47242 


MITES 


George. 
| C. Phil. Yes, Sir; 1 you instrubted me early i in 
me rudiments of trade. . . 
FJ Fug Phil, Ay, ay! I instill'd good principles into 


w 


extate——He can't spend you a hundred thousand 
of other peoples money—no—no—1I had ra- 
ther be a little bobwig citizen in good credit, than a 


_ commissioner of the customs—Commissioner !—The 


King has not so good a thing in his gift as a com- 


mission of bankruptcy—Don't we see them all with 
their country-seats at Hogs don, and at Kentish-town,/ | 


and at Newington-butts, and at Islington! with 


their little flying Mercuries tipt on the top of the 


house, their Apollos, their Venuses, and their lea- 
den Her cules's in the garden; and themselves sit- 


ung before the door, with pipes in their mouths, 
waiting lor a good digestion—Zoons! here comes 
old dad; now for a few dry maxims of left-handed 


wisdom, to prove myself a scoundrel in sentiment, 
and pass in his eyes for a n young man, likely 


[ ? we well in the world. 


"ater OLD Wanted, | 


. Ola Phil. Toetre times twelve is 144. 


C. Plil. PI attack him in his own way—Com- 


| mission at two and a halt per cent, 
Ou Phil, There he is, intent upon buxiness! CR 


what, plodding, George? 
6. Phil. Thinking a little of the main FURRY Sir. 
Old Phil. . right; it is a wide world, 


y * 3 2 wa 
; i þ FY 2 & 
. * *© 4 F A DL NE" D w _— - 
1 a * » 2 1 5 K — 7 GA 8 
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G. Phil. So you did, Sir—Principal and interext 


all Lever heard from him, { aside. ) 1 shall never for. 


get the Story you — to wy earliest notice, 


Sir. 


014 Phil, What was that; mr od It is quite out 1 

of my head, | 

„ intimated, Sir, hike Mr. Thomas 

| Inkle of London, merchant, was cast away, and was 
afterwards protected by a young lady, who grew in 

love with him, and how he afterwards 4 

with a planter to sell her for a slave. : 


Old Phil. Ay, ay, {laughs ) I recollect it now. 
G. Phil. And when she pleaded being with child 


by him, he was no otherwise mov'd than to raise his 


price, and make her turn to better account. 


Old Phil. ¶ Bursts into @ laugh.) 1 remember i — 


f ha, ha! there was the _ yo of trade ! ay _ 
| ha, ha! | 


It was a hit indeed, ha, ha! [Bor / laugh. $1 
Ee. Phil. What an old negro it is. Aude. 
Ne Fel. 1 hou art a son eg wy own wad 'q 


G. Phil. That was calculation for y 8 
Old Phil. Ay, ay. 


6. Phil, The Rule of Three—If one gives ms $0 P 
much, what will two give me? 


Old Phil, Ay, ay. [Langs 
6. Phil. That was a hit, Sir. | 

Oid Phil. Ay, ay. 

6. Phil, That was having his wits tow un. 
Old Phil, Ay, ay! it is a lesson for all young men. 


err 


an. unt cri. ar 


6. Phil. . 5 


—— 
du Plil. Ay, ay. 


3 [Shokes his head and looks . 
4 2 He that hath money in his * won't 


| want a head on his shoulders. 
"> phil. 2 was not built ir in a e _ 


are made by degreee—Tains to get © care to keep, and 
ſear to lose— 
Old Phil. Ay, ay. 
C. Phil. He thu lies in bed, his estate feels it. 
Old Phil. Ay, ay, the good boy. : 
F. Phil. The old curmudgeon aside] thinks no- 
qhing mean that brings in an honest penny. 


l Phil. The good boy! George, I have ge 
: hopes of thee. 


G, Pit. Thanks to your example; you have 


must me to be cautious in this wide world Love 
Your neighbour, but don't pull down your hedge. 


Ol Phil. 1 profess it is a wise saying—I never 
heard it before: it is a wise saying; and shows how 
cautious we should be of too much cookderace in 
friendship. a 

6. Phil. Very true. TY, 

_ Old Phil. Friendship has nothingts do with Wray 
E. Phil. It only draws a man in to lend money. 

Old Phil. Ay, ay Fd A 

b. Phil. There was your neighbour s son, Dick 
Worthy, who was always cramwing his head with 
Greek and Latin at school ? he wanted to borrow of 


1: Tr 4; bet 1 wes He 


2 
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- "Old Phil. Ay, ay Let him draw bills of en. 
change in Greek and Latin, and see where he will get 

Ss pomng meriing for hem. r 
6. Phil, Sol told him! went to him to his gar. 
ret in the Minories ; and there I found himin all his 
misery! anda fine scene it was—There was his wife 
in a corner of the room, at a washing tub, up to the 
elbows in suds; a solitary pork-stgak was dangling 
by a bit of pack-thread before a melancholy fire; 
himself seated at a three legg'd table, writing a pam. 
phlet against the German war; a child upon his leſt 
knee, his right leg employed in rocking a cradle with a 
bratling in it—And fo there was business enough 
for them all—His wife rubbing away, ( mimicks a 
washerwoman ; ) and he writing on. The king of 
Prussia shall have no more subsidies—Saxony shall 
be indemnify'd—He shan't have a foot in Silesia.“ 
There is a sweet little baby ! tothe e ild on his knee 


then he rock'd the cradle, hush ho! hush ho- 


then twisted the grisken (Snaps his fingers) hush ho! 
Ihe Russians shall have Prussia,“ ( writes.) The 
wife (was hes and sings) He-“ There's a dear.“ 
« Round goes the grisken again (snaps his fingers; ) 
„ and Canada must be restor'd,” {( writes — And * 
you have a picture of the whole family. 3 g | 
old Phil, Ha, ha! What becomes of his Greek 
and Latin now? Fine words butter no parsnips—Hle | 
had no money from you, I suppose, George? 
6. Phil. Oh! no; chariiy begins at home, 82 J. | 
Old Phil. And it was wisely said—I have an ex- 
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] thing of that sort has happened to thee, I hope !- 


du Phil, Ay, ay 


| Old Pil. Ay! ——— 


| uy? 


Tn cin. 2 


A am ready with my joke —. 8 and his —_ 


are soon o__—, ha, ha! 35 
6. Phil. Ha, ha An old skin- flint. Cad. 
-a fool and his money are 500n ; 


parted——ha, ha, ha ! | 
G. Phil. Now it I can wring a handsome sum out 

of him, it will prove the truth of what he :ays. 

Aude.) And yet trade has its inconveniences 


Great houses stopping payment! | 


Old Phil. Hey—what! you look chagrin' "ks 


6. Phil. A great house at Cadiz— Don Juha de 
Alvarada— The Spani:h galleons not making quick , 
returns—and' so my bills are come back. 

[Shakes his teak 

6. Phil. I have indeed a remittance from Messina. 
That voyage yields me thirty per cent. profit but 
this blow coming upon me 
Old Phil. Why this 1 is untucky— 


how much mo- 


6. Phil. W -ty enty hundred. 
Old Phi. George, too many eggs in one basket; | 


I ell thee, George, I expect Sir Jasper Wilaing 
dere presently to conclude the treaty of marriage I 
{ have on foot for thee: 


then hush this up, say no- 


| thingof it, and in a day or two you pay these bills 
1 h his daughter's portion. | 
6. Phil. Ihe old rogue Laside. J That will never do; 
Ishallbe blown upon Change —Alvarada will pay in 
1 time—l1e has open'd his allairs-—He appears a good 
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© Old Phil. Does he“ 


but 1 must crack before that. 


Old Phil. It is unlucky ! a good man you say hen? 


G. Phil. Nobody better. 


Old Phil. Let me $26-——Suppose I lend thi If 


money ? 
G. Phil. Ah, Sir. 


O Phil. How much is your remittance fron 


Messina fp 
6. Phil. Seven . and fifty. 


Old Phil. Then you want fifteen hundred 1d | 


fifty. 
. . Exadily. 
Old Phil. Don Alvarada is a good man, you Say! 
6 Phil. Yes, Sir. 
| Old Phil. I will venture to lend the money—You 
must allow me commission upon those bills for * 
ing them up for honour of the drawer. 

G. Phil. Agreed. | 


Old Phill. Lawful interest, while I am out of ay 


money. 
G. Phil. 1 nudacribe. 


Old Phil. A power of e to receive the mo-. 


nies from Alvarada, when he makes a payment. 
6. Phil. You shall have it. 
Old Phil. Your own bond. 
G. Phil. To be sure. 


Old Phil, Go and get me a check—You zhall have | 


a draught on the bank. 


. Phil. Yes, Sir. 4 
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G. Phil. A great fortune left! will _ | 


1 


ID © 
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og. 1 
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ou Phil. But stay—I had forgot—I must sell out 
for this—atocks are under par.—You mut pay the 


difference. 
6. Phil. Was ever ouch a leech n all 


| means, Sir. 


ld Phil. Step and get me a a check. 
6. Phil. A fool and his * are soon . 
| Exit G, Philpot. 


| Ots 3 solus. 


What with commissson, lawful interest, ed his N 
paying the difference of the stocks, which are higher 


no than when I bought in, this will be no bad 
| morning's work; and then in the evening I shall be 
in the rarest spirits for this new adventure I am re- 


commended to Let me see What is the lady's | 
name,(Takes a letter out.) Corrinna! ay, ay, by the 


description, she is a bale of goods—T shall be in rare ] 


pirits— Ay, this is the way, to indulge o 
and yet conceal them, and to mind one 


's passions 
iness in 


the city here as if one had no passions at all long 
for the evening, — . 10 am a young 


man still. 


0 Gave * 5 
Quill. Sir Jasper Wilding, Sir, and his daughter. 5 


1 Old Phil. I am at home. | 


- Rows Sir Jasyen and Mans. 
{Sir JasrER dressed as a fox-hunter, and singing. 1 8 
2 „ 3 IE 
We 


55 Jap. Master Philpot, I be glad to ee ye, Ian 
; indeed. 
Old Phil. The like compliment to you, Sir Jaiper, 


Miss Maria, I Kiss your fair hand. 
Maria. Sir, your most obedient. 


Sir Jasp. Ay, ay, I ha' brought un to zee you | 


There's my girl—l ben't asham'd of my girl. 
Maria. That's more than I can say of my father 
 —Juckily these people are as much strangers to de. 


corum as my old gentleman, otherwise this visit 


from a lady to meet her lover would have an odd 
appearance tho? but late a boarding-school girl, 


I know enough of the world for that. CAnde. 


old Phil. Truly she is a blboming young lady, Sir 
Jasper, and 1 verily Shall * to take an interest in 
- er. 


Sir Jab. I ha bevnght hee to zee ye, and 20 your 
2on may ha' her as soon as he will. 


Old Phil. Why she looks three and a half per cent. 


better than when I saw her last. 

Maria. Then there are hopes that in a : little tinel 

shall be above par——he rates me like a lottery 

ticket. IA. 
Old Phil. Ay, ay, I doubt act, Sir Jasper: Miss 


has the appearance of a very sensible discreet young 
lady; and to deal freely, without that, she would not 
do for my, son — George is a shrewd lad, and I hare 
often h him declare no consideration should 


ever onal on him to marry a fool. 


Maria. Ay, you have told me so before, old 98 
tleman, and I have my cue from my brother; and i 
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I don't soon give master George a surfeit of me, why 
then 10 am not a notable girl. 


Enter GEORGE ene 


4 Phil. A good clever old cuff this—after my 
own heart—I think I'll have his daughter, if *tis 
only for the pleasure of hunting with him. 

Sir Jasþ. Zon-in-law, gee us your hand—What 
zay you ? Are you ready for my girl ? 


6. Phil. Say grace 4s scon as you will, Sir, * | 
fall too. 


Sir Jasp. Well zaid—1 like vob like un, master 


|  Philpot—l like 1 Il tell you v hat, le: un talk to 
her now. 

Old Phil. And 50 he a she is a bale : 

9 5 of goods; speak her fair now, and then you'll be in 


H hate speaking to these modest women Sir; — 
Sir, a word in your ear ; 
mind by advertising for her in a newspa; er? 

Olg Phil. Talk sense to her, George; she is a no- 
table girl—and I'll give the draft upon the bank pre- 


sently. 
Sir Jasp. Come along, 
| long U ben't afraid of my girl—come along. 


'[ Exeunt Sir Jasper and Old Philpot. 


Maria. A pretty sort of a lover they have found 
| | Aside. 


1 

. Phit. How shall 1 zpeak 1 my mind to her ? She 

i almost a stranger to me. LA. 
* 2 
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LAside. ] 5 


6. Phi, 1 think 1 had rather not speak to her now | 


had not I better break my. 


3 ee a- 


1 
rH 
[ 
1 


F 


word yet—he is ina tine confusion. [ Looks foolish,] 


ot. Tux crrizun.— 481. 
Maria. Now Pll make the hideous thing tn” 


if1 can. | [ Ade, 


6. Phil. Ay, che is as sharp as a needle, I warrant 
her. | Avide, 

Maria, tand. When will he begin ?—Ah, you 
_ fright! You rival Mr. Beaufort! Vil give him an 


aversion to me, that's what 1 will, and so let him 
have the trouble of breaking off the match: not a 


I think I may as well sit down, Sir. 


C. Phil, Mafam—I—I—I—F'll hand you a chair, 


Ma'am—-there, Ma'am. 


[ Bows aulwardh. 
Maria. Sir, I thank you. | 


68. Plil. Ill sit down too. . [n confusion. 


__  » Marie. Heigho! 


. 


G. Phil. Ma' am! 
Maria. Sir! 


6. Plil. 1 —— not | you 8a) cons 


"oo, Ma'am? _ 
Maria. No, Sir; eg Wl 

6E. Plul. I beg your pardon, Ma'am, | 
Maria. Oh, you are a sweet creature. ee 
6. Phil. The ice is broke now; I have begun, and 
80 I'll go on. [Sits silent, looks -foolish, and steals 4 


| | took at her, 5 
= = An agreeable interview this! Tait 


6. Phil. Pray, Ma'am, do you ever go to concerts? 
Maria. Concerts! what's that, Sir ? 
6. Phil. A music-meeting. 


Maria. 1 have been at « Quaker's meeting, bu i 


never at a music- meeting. 


42 1. "arms chrrnzs. 23 


. Phil. Lord, Ma'am, all the gay world goes to 
concerts She notable! I'll take courage, she is no- 
body. [Aside.] Will you give me leave to present 


you a ticket for the Crown and Anchor, Ma'am ? 
Maria. ¶ Looking simple and 2 ) A ticket 

what's a ticket? | 

C. Phil. There, Ma'am, at your ſervice, 
Maria. (Curtsys aukwardly, AI Ka, to see what 


24 ticket is. 


C. Phil. What a curtsey there is for the St. 
ames's end of the town! | hate her; she seems to 
an idiot. 0 5 „ [ Aude. 
Maria. Here's a charming ticket he has given me 


Aude.) And is this a ticket, Sir? V 


6. Phil. Ves, ma am And is this a ticket?! 
____ | Mumicks her azide. 
Maria. (Reads. ) For Sale by the candle, the fol- 
lowing goods—thirty chests, straw-hats—fifty tubs, 
chip. hats—pepper,. ſago, borax——Ha, ha! such a 
ticket ! 
C. Phil. I-11 15 0 made a mite, Ma am 


here, here is the right one. 


Maria. You need not mind it, Sir—1 never go to - 


such places 


G. Phil. No ma'am 


I don' t * what wmake 


of her—Was you ever at White- Conduit-house ? 


Maria. There's a question. — ) Is that a no- 


bleman's seat? 


6. Plil. (Laughs. ) Simpleton 1—No, Miss, it " 


not a nobleman' s seat—Lord ! *tis at Islington. 5 


ä 


Maria. Lord Islington !—I don't know 2 
Islington. 

G Phil. The town of Islington. 

Marie. 1 have not the honour of — his | 
 Lordship. * 
G. Phil. Islington is a town, Ma'am. 
Maria. Oh! it's a town. 
6. Phil. Yes, Ma'am. 
Maria. I am glad of it. 


G. Phil. What is she glad of ? „% _ 1 
Maria, A ur husband my ** has chose for | 
me. „ 


— * Phil. What shall 1 Say 1 to her next ?——Have 
| You been at the burletta, Ma am? 8 
Maria. Where? 
G. Phil. The bu rletta. 
Maria. Sir, I would have you to know that l am 
no such person I go to burlettas! L am not what 
you take me for. | 5 
6. Phil. Ma am 
Maria. I'm come of good cents, sir; nd have 
been properly educated as a young girl ought to be. 
6. Phil. NO A 1 
The burletta is an opera, Ma'am. 5 
Maria. Opera, Sir! I don't know what you mean 
by this usage to affront me in this manner! 
6. Phil, Affront! I mean quite the reverse, Ma am 
I took you for a connoisseur. 
Maria. Who, me a connoisseur, Sir! I desire you 
won't call me such names; I am sure 1 never 0 


„ vue errimun. 4 


1 


Fou 


"1. rag crix. „ 
nuch as thought of euch a thing Sir, I won't be 


called a connoisseur—T won't—l won't—T won't. | 
[ Bursts out @ crying. 
6 Phil. Ma'am, I meant no offence—A connois- 


eur is a virtuoso. 


Maria. Don't virtuoso me? 1 am no virtuoso, Sir; | 


1 would have you to know it, I am as virtuous 2 


1. never be a virtuoso. 
[Cries bitterly. 
G. Phil. But, Ma'am, you mistake me quite, 


| | [Maria. In @ passion, choaking her tears and 50b- 
bing. ] Sir, I am come of as virtuous people as any in 


England My family was always remarkable for 


| virtue—My mamma was as good a woman as ever 
vas born, and my aunt Bridget ( sobbing ) was a vir- 


tuous woman too——And there's my sister Sophy 


makes as good and virtuous a wife as any at all 
And so, Sir, don't call me a virtuoso—————i won't 


be brought here to be treated in this manner, I won't 
AI won't—1 won't. : [Cries bitterly. 
6. Phil. The girl's a natural 80 much the 


| better, I'll marry her, and lock her up ( Aside. J 


Ma'am, upon my word you misunderstand m. 
Maria. Sir (drying her tears), I won't be called 
connoisseur by you or any body—And I am no vir- 


 tnow—P'd have you to know that. 
6. Phil. . | 
R Fi 
Maria. Taste On 


Tete. 


6. Phil. Yes, Ma'am. 
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person of taste? 
6. Phil, Undoubtedly. 
Maria. Sir, your most obedient humble Servant, 


| Oh that's another thing—1 have a taste, to be Sure. 4 


Ce. Phil. I know you have, Ma'am—O you're a 
cursed nin). | [Avide, 


Maria. Les, 1 gw I "TRE can read — | | 


: and 1 begin to write a little. 


G. Phil. Upon my word you have made a great 1 


5 progiess !——What could Old Square-toes mean by 
passing her upon me for a sensible girl? and hat a 
fool I was to be afraid to speak to her !——Pl] talk 
to her openly at once ( As:ide. )——Come sit down, 


= Miss——Pray, Ma'am are you mera] to matri- 


_ mony? 

Maria. Yes, _ 

6. Phil. Are you in love ? 
Maria. Yes, Sir. 


G. Phil. Those naturals are always amorou— | 


( Aide.) How should you like me ? 
Maria. Of all things 


G. Phil. A girl without ceremony, ( aide. t.) Do | 


yo ou love me? 

Marie. Yes, Sir. 5 | 
6. Pliil. But you don't love any body dle? = 
Maria. Yes, vir. 

G. Phil. Frank and free, { acide, ) But not 80 onel! 


-—- me ? 


Maria. Yes, Sir. | | 
6. Phil. Better, may be 3 
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| Maria. And did you mean to ) say as how an; 
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"ts Yes, Sir. 


S. Phil. The devil you do! ad-.) And perhaps, 


1111 „ 


Maria. Yeu. Sir. : 
6. Phil. The case is clear; W 
humble servant; you are not 2 


nie you. 


a great 


ean by 
what a 
talk 
down, 
matri- 


Tous 


50 well 


— al — 3 . vet r 


Maria. Sir | 
G. Phil, 1 have done, Ma'cm, that's all; and U 


che my heave. 


Maria. But you'll marry me? 
C. Phil. No, mæ am, no ;—no such thing—You 
may provide yourself a 3 elsewhere: x am 
humble servant. 
Maria. Not marry me, Mr. Philpot But you 


| must—My papa said you must—and I will have 


"a Phil. There's another proot of her nonsense, 
{aside. ) Make yourself easy, *. 
to do with you. 

Maria. Not marry me, Mr. Philpot ? { bursts out ES 


in tears.) But I say you shall; and I will have a : 


husband, or I'll know the reason why——You Shall 

you thall —_ : 
6. Phil. 99 sort of a wife they intend for me : 

here 5 


Maria. ende pou n ashamt'd of yourself io ä 


affront a young girl 1 in this manner. I'll go and tell . 
my papa will—1 will--1 will. {Crying bitterly. 

6. Phil. And so you may—l have no more to 5ay 
mad 20 your cervant, , 


Maris. Ay! ad by goles! my brother Bob Shall 
fight you. | 
6. Phil. What care! for Fre brother 8 oy. 
"IR How can you be 80 cruel, Mr. vis | 

how can you———oh—{ Cres, and Struggles with him, | 

Exit G. Phil. Ha, ha! I have carried my brother; 
scheme into execution charmingly, ha, ha! He will _ 

break off the match now of his own accord | A 
ha! This is charming; ; this is fine; n ts like a girl l 

of yu. 


pret 
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ACT H. 
SCE NE, Corrinna's Apartment. 
— Enter 3 a, Tou. following ler. 


Corrinna. 


1 elderly gentleman, did you say? 2 
Tom. Yes; that says he has got a letter tor you, 


| | Wlan. 


4 


, Cor. Desire the gentleman to walk up Stairs. [ Exit. 
2 These old fellows will be coming after a 


docdy but they pay well, and WP I—— Sir. 


Enter cu PaiLroT. 


old. Phil. Fair lady, your very humble servant a 
Truly a blooming young girl! Madam, I have a 


} Tetter here for you from Bob Poacher, n pre- 
dume, you know, 


Cor. Yes, Sir, I know Bob Poacher—He is a a very nd 


| good friend of mine, (reads to herself,) he speaks 80 | 
| handsomely of you, Sir, and Says you are so much of 


the gentleman, that, to be Sure, *. 1 Shall endea- 


_ Your to be agreeable, Sir. 


Old. Phil, Really you are very „ 5 


dee I am punctual to my hour. [ Looks at his watch. 


Cor. That is a mighty pretty watch, Sir. | 
Old. Phil. Yes, Madam, it is a repeater ; it has 


deen in our family tor a long time—This is a might 
pretty lodging — have twenty guineas here in a 


a fair fingers played 


„ 4 I am always agreeable to any thing from a 
gentleman. 

. 014. Phil. There are (aside) some light guinea 
amongst them——1 always put off my light guineas 
in this way. Lou are exceedingly welcome, Ma- 
dam. Your fair hand looks so tempting, 1 must kiss 
it——Oh ! I could eat it up——Fair lady, your lips 


look so cherry—They aftually invite the touch, — 


(Kraes. ) Really it makes the difference of cent. per 
cent. in one's constitution—Y ou have really a mighty 
Pretty foot—Oh, you little rogue—I could smother 


[ Krxves her. 


Cron FPuitror, Sides | 
6. Phit. Gee-houp !——Awhil—Awhi! Gallows; 
Ant = | 

Old Phil. Hey— What is all that?——Somebody 


| coming! 


cor. Some young rake, 1 fancy, coming in whether A 


| my $ervants will or no. 


Old Phil. What chall 1 do -I would not be bee 


for the world——Can't you hide me in that room ? 
Cor. Dear heart! no, Sir——These wild young 
| fellows take such liberties He may take it i into his 


head to go in there, and then you will be detefted— 


Get under the table—He shan't remain long, ho- 
666 „ EA 
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purse ; here they are, (turms them out upon the tall), 


* . delicate charming 4 


d Phil, Ay, ay; that will do—Don't let kim viay 


long—Give me another buss—Wounds| I 1 
Cor. Hush !—Make haste. | 
Old Phil. Ay, ay; I will, fair lady=[Creeps wnder- | 

the table, and preps out.) Don't let him stay long. 
Gor. Hush! silence! err ) 


Enter G. Put LPOT, dressed out. 


8. Phil. Sharper, do your work|—Amhil an! 


So, my giri— how dest do ob ) 
ber. Very well, thank l not * 
ter you 50 800n—TI thought you was to be at the club | 
—The servants told me you came back from the city 
at two o'clock to dress; and $0 L 1 

would have staid all night as usual. pet 

6. Phil. No; the run was against me again, * = 
ldd not care to pursue ill fortune. 1 ? 
in cash, my girl. | | 

Cor. Are you? _ 

C. Phil. Ves, yeo—Suking in plenty. a 3 

Od Phil. (peeping.) Ah the ungracious! These 
are your haunts, are they! 5 

6. Plil. Ves, yes; I am strong in cach—I have = 


| taken in old curmudgeon since I sa __ 


Cor. As how, pray? 


| Old Phal. (peeing out.) Ay, as how 3 let ws bears 


pray. 

6. Phil. Why, I'll tell you. 

Old Phil. (peeping.) Ay, let us hear. | 
6. Phil. I talked a world of wisdom to bim. 
. * 5 
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6. Phil. Tipt him a few ny ——— 


scoundrelly kind of prudence. 


. Phil, The old tr 0 at it. 
Old Phil. Ay, ay ; the old — . N. 
G. Phal, He is a sad old fellow. 

Old Phil. Ay! Go on. 


G. Phil. And so 1 appeared to him as desen 


of the gallows as he is himself. | 
Old Phil. Well said, boy, well said-—Goon. 
C. Phil. And then he took a liking to me—Ay, 


ay, says he, ay, friendship has nothing to do with 


trade George, thou art a son after my own h 
and then as 1 dealt out little maxims of penury, he 


grin'd like a Jew-broker when he has cheated his p 


principal of an eight per cent,——and cried, Ay, ay, 
that is the very spirit of trade——A fool and his 


money are soon parted—( mimicking him. — And so, 

on he went, like Harlequin in a French comedy, 
- tickling himself into a good humour, till at last! 
| tickled him out of fifteen hundred and odd pounds, = 


Old Phil. I have a mind to rise and break his 
bones But 1 discover 2 _ 


= - Phi, Oh, I understand trap--I talked of a great 3 
house stopping payment. Tk thing was trudiuſs 


but 1 had no dealing with them. 
Old Phil. Ay, ay. 


G. Phil. And so, for fear of wade 


a r wins 292 6 marry be | mi 


22 „ 
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oll Phil. n 


C. Phil. No old usurer in England, grown hard- 


hearted in his trade, could have dealt worte with m6. 


| them up for honour of the drawer——Your bond 
lawful interest while I am out of the money—and the 


difference for selling out of the $tockg—an 2 
ly good - for- nothing skin- flint. 7 | 
Old Phil. My blood boils to be at him—Gv on ; | 

can't you tell us a little more ? 
6. Phil. Pho! he is an old curmudgeon—And «> 


I vill talk no more about him Come give me a kiss. 


Old Phil, The young dog, | how vos tastens his _ 


82 to her! | 
Ih 
* 


6. Phil. Vou chal go with me to Eprom next 


Sunday. 
Cor. Shall I? That” ; charming. 


6. Phil. You shall, in my chariot—1 ae. 
Cor. But I don't like to see you drive. | 
6. Phil. But I like it; I am as tent 


as any in Ragland——There was my lord What@'ye 
call him—he kept a stage - coach for his own * 
but, Lord! he was 2 to me. 


Cor. No! 
C. Phil. Oh) no—1 hc 1 es 
—When I have my coachman's hat on—ls 12785 hat | 


come home? 
Cor. It hangs up yonder; but 1 don't like it. 
| Mind me when 1 go to work-—hrow my eyes about N 


bake 
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a few=——handle the braces—take the off leader 
dy the jar Here yau—how have you curbed this 
Horte up —Let him out a link; do, you blood of a 
Who Eh !—Jewel!—Button !—W hoo Eh! Come 
here, you Sir, how have you coupled Gallows! You 
 _ -know he'll-take the bar of Sharper Take him in 
two hales, do There's four pretty little II 
min England-Whoo Eh! © 

Cer. But can't you let your conchiman drive? 

G. Phil. No, no——See me mount the box, han. 
dle the reins, my wrist turned down, square my el. 
bos, stamp with my foot—Gee-up !—Off we go 
Button, do you want to have us over: Do your 


work, do—Awhi! Awhi! There we bowl away; see | 


How sharp they are—Gallows !—Softly up hill, (ulis- 
tles.) There's a public - house Give 'em a mouth. 
Tul of water, do— And fetch me a dram— Drink it 
off—Gee-up! Awhi! Awhil—There we go scramb- 
ling all together—Reach Epsom in an hour and for- 
ty-three minutes, all Lombard- street to an egg-shell, 
we do—— There's your work, my girl! —Eh! coma 

me, 
O0 ud Phil. Mercy on me What a probigue &- 
W e 


Enter vovxo Wil bine. 


5 mus. Ha! my little Corrinna— Sir, your euern. 
” G. Phil. Your servant, Sir. 
. Wild. Sir, your servant. 
6. Phil. Any commands for me, sir? 
_ Wild. For you Sir? 


I 


L-* 


| 8. Phil, Yes; for me, Sir? 


5 - 
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Wild. No, Sir, I have no command for you, Sire 


6. Phil. What's your m— 


Wild. Business ! | 
G. Phil. Ay, Business. 


| Wild. Why, very good hackers I think—My little | 
| Corrinna—my life—my litle—— _ 


C. Phil, Is that your buziness?—Pray, Sir—Not | 


$0 tree, br. - 
Wild. Not so free! | 3 
6. Phil. No, Sir! that lady belongs to to me. 


Wild. To you, Sir? 
G. Phil. Yes, to me. 


Mild. To you! who are you Y 

6. Phil. As good a man as you, 

Wild, Upon my word !—Who is this fellow, Cor- 
rinna? some journeymanetaylor, 1 suppose, who 
chooses to try on the gentleman's cloaths before he 
carries them home. | 


G. Phil. Taylor! —What do you mean by at! 


Tou lie] I am no taylor. 


Mild. You dall give me atiafadton for that | 


e. Pl. For what ? 

Wild. For giving me the lie, 
6. Phil, I did not. 
Wild. You did, Sir. 


6. Phil. You lie; “Il bet you five ** aid : 


| not—But if you have a mind for a frolic=-Let me 
„ eee 


[in a boxing de. 
D 3 3 


. 


Wild. Why, R ; wink Lug 
jo box? Draw, Sir, this moment. 

G. Phil. No I—comein, 

Wild. Draw, or I'll cut you to pieces. | 
| 0. Phil. I'l give you Satisfaction this way, 


* 


4 ay X * \ a v6 
G 8 p —__.. * 
: 
N * 1 £ 
; 3 
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[ Puskes at him, 4 


Mild. Dans, Sir, draw! You won't draw =. | 
There, take that, * that—and n 21 
scoundrel. : 

Old Phil. Ay, ay; ; well done ; lay it on.— 

[ Peeps out. 

. And there, you 3 and there. 

Old Phil. Thank you, thank you—Could not you 
find in your heart to lay on another for me? 

Cor. Pray, don't be in such a passion, Sir. 

Mild. My dear Corrinna, don't be frightened ; 1 
shall not murder him. 

Old Phil. I am safe here— lie am, Lange, | lie u- 

I am safe. | 5 
Wild. The fellow has put n me out of breath. ( Sit 
down. ) (Od Philpot's watch strites ten under the 
table.) Whose watch is that? (ares round.) Hey! 
what is all this? / Looks under the table.) Your hum- 
ble servant, Sir! Turn out, pray turn out—You 
won't— Then l' unshell you. (Takes away che 
table.) Your very humble servant, Sir. | 
6 ey \Zounds! my tather there all this time. y 
— Ca. 
Wild, Is suppose you wilt dire me the lie too? 
e feel! on oe Pane No, 3 not 1 


N * * 
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| The ship is sunk, and ſtock and block lost. 


Tue 01712ty, _—_ 


truly 3 . the gentleman there may divert haelt 
if he has a mind. 


Fil. No, Sir, not 1; I pass. 


- Old Phal. George, you are there I see. * 
C. Phil. Ves, Sir; and you are there I see. 
Wild. Come rise — Who is this old fellow ? "2 
Cor. Upon my word, I don't know-—— As I live 


| and breathe, I don't—he came after my maid, I sup- 


pose; I'll go and ask her—Let me run out of the 


4 mays * hide myself from this scene of confusion. 


| [Exit Corrinna. 
C. Phil, What an imp of hell she is! LAside. 
Wild. Come, get up, Sir; you are too old to be 


01d Phil. (rising.) In troth so 1 am- But there 


| you may exercise yourself again if you please. 


6. Phil. No more fo? me, Sir—I thank you. 
Old Phil. 1 have made but a bad voyage of it 
[ Axide. 
Wild. Ha, ha! upon my soul, I can't help laugh- 


ing at this old square toes—As for you, Sir, you 
| have had what you deserved—Ha, ha! you are a 


kind, cull, I suppose—ha, ha! And you, reyerend | 
fa, you mult come here toering uſer a pugk—ha, | 


hal! 


01d Pkit. Oh! George! George! 
6. Phil, Oh! father! fatherl "Ip 
Wild, Ha, ha! what, father and son e 
have found one another out, ha, ha —— Well, you 


may have business; N . VU leave you 
„ EN 


uy | 


ud * 1 ä N 8 4 n * o 
* n OS 
F EY * 


0 Phil. This is too much to bear What an ig« 


famous jade she is! All her contrivance Don't be 


angry with me, Sir—Pll go my ways this moment, 
tie myself up in the matrimonial noose—and never 
| _ my * to do with these courses again, 


[Going, 


01 Phat. And beck you, George ; tie me up in a 
real noose, and turn me off as soon as you will, 


SCENE. 4 Boom; in Sir Jager Wilding? $ Howe, 


Bates hnacvrenr dressed as a lawyer, Fry Sir JasPen 


þ WiLpIxG with a bottle and glass in lis hand. 


8 No ne: Sir Jasper; I can't drink au 
| more. | Xx 


Sir Jasp. Why you Ru but a nod drinker, 
maſter Quagmire—come, man, finish this bottle. 

Beau. I beg to be excused——you had detter ie 
me read over the deeds to you. 


Sir Jasp. Zounds! tis all about ——— 


messuages, and barns, and stables, and orchards, and 
meadows, and lands and tenements, and woods and 


under-woods, and commons, and backsides. Iam 
c' the commission for Wilts, and I know the ley; 
and $0 truce with your jargon, Mr. Quagmire. 


Beau. But, Sir, you don't consider, marriage is an 
| affair of importance at is contracted between per- 
sons, first, consenting; secondly, free from canon» 

— „ free from civil — 


th 


"= 
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an. ax cri. «„ 


nn ncated ems, 
or levitical causes. See Leviticus xvii. * xxviil. 


Harry VIII. chapter vii. | 
Sir Jasp. You kan drink rother bumper, 1 | 


ulk of ley. 


Enter a * 


ith Old Mr. Philpot, Sir, and his son. DEST 
Sir Jasp. Wounds! that's right, they'll take me 


| out of the — of this lawyer here. — 


BEAUTORKT Solus. | 
| Beau. Well done, Beaufort! thus far you have 


play'd your part, as if you had been * che 2— 
nove family of * s-inn. 


Ke. enter Sir Ja SPER, with Oto 0 and 
G. PmLPOT.. | 
Sir ths. Master Philpot, I be glad you are come: 
this man here has so plagued me with his ley, but 


[ now we'll have no more about * but sign the — 0 


at once. | | 
_ Old Phil. Sir . Twenty thoumnd pounds, you 
know, is a great deal of money——1 should not give 
you so much, if it was not for the sake of your 
daughter's marrying my son; so that if you will al- 
low me discount for prompt * I will pay the 


money down. 


6. Phil. Sir, I must beg to- See the young lady 
once more before I embark ; n 


Se he's mere natural. 


e. In tell „ou what, youngater, 1 find my 
. beor's nes Bah. 


* 


| 


— 


Enter Young Wii one. 


Sir Jap. Bob, gee us your hand- he' Galdey | 
the business——and 20 now——here, here, here! 


your vather- in- l x. 
Old Phil. Of all the birds in the air, is that het 


[ Aide, 
6. Phil. He has * like a relation to me al. 


ky - Hal. 


Sir Jusp. Go to un, man— that's your vacher— 
Mild. This is the strangest accident. Sir Sir 


, Stftng-e laugh.) 1—I—Sir—upon my soul, I 


| Can't stand this. [ Bursts out à laughing, 


ou Fad. 1 deserve it! 1 deverve to be laughed at. 


[ 4side, 


C. Phi. He has chown his regard to his Sister: 
family already. Pa 4 


| Sir Jasp. What's the matter, Bob? I tell you this 
is your vather-in-law—{ Pulls Old Philpot to lin.) 
Master Philpot, that's — Lone to nth Bob 
yak to un- 
Mild. Sir—I—I am (stifles a tank ) 1 ah. Sir— 
. am, Sir—extremely proud—of—of—— 3 


©. #44, Of hiviag bias cn; Naas. 20 | 3 
Mild. Of the honour, Sir—of—of— [ Laughs, 
6. Phil. Ay; that's what he means. Aide. 


Mild. And, Sir—I—I—this opportunity—I can- 
not look him in the face——(burts out into @ laugh) 
| ha, ha! I cannot stay in the roum—— —[Cong, 


Sir. Jasp. Why, the volks are all mad, I believe! 
you shall stay, Bob; you shall stay. Holde hm, 


N — *. — cannot possibly 


d Go [ 


| 
| 
| there 
unde 


1 


1 - 


vie 


Feet 


01d. Phit. George! George! » what a woeful figure 


[ do we make 


G Phil. Bad l of all conscience, Sir. 
$ir Jap. An odd — Bob. 


[Laughs heartily, 


6. Phil. Ay! there now he is hearing the whole 
affair, and is laughing at me. | 
Sir Jasp. Ha, ha! Pol, never mind 1u— fe. 


Ou Phil, It's all discovered. 5 | | 
Sir Jasp. Ha, ha!——1 told ye zon Bob cond find 
a hare $quat upon her form with any he in Christen- 
dom—ha, ha! never mind it, man; Bob meant no 


| harm—Here, here, Bob—here's your vather, and 


there's your brother——T Should like to ha' zeen un 


under the table. 


Vila. | Gemlemen, your most Aae | 
[Stifling a laugh. 


old Phi, Sir, your Servant——He has 2 


George well——aad I forgive him. 


Sir Jasp. Well, young gentleman which way is 


pour mind now? 


6. Phil. Why, Sir, to be plain, I find your daugh- 


ter an idiot. 


Ser Jasp. Tee her n her again— 
Here, you, sirrah, send our Moll hither. 

Ser. Yes, Sir. 25 

Sir Jasp. Very well then, 


room, crack a bottle, and settle matters there; and bb 
leave un . — Mellow D | 
| "w_ over, | | 


well go- into roher. 


4 


| Enter 88 g 
"Baca. Dia you call me, papa? | ; 
| Sir Jasp. 1 did, my girl—There, the — 
Vants to speak with you—Behave like a clever wench 
as you are Comè along, my boys——Maxter 
| Quagmire, come and finish the business. 
[Exit singing, with Old Philpot and Beaufort, 
Manent George and Maria.] 
6. Phil. 1 know she is a fool, and so I will =PY 
to her without ceremony — Well, Miss, you told 
me you could read and write? 
Maria. Read, Sir? Heavens !—(Looking at hin.) 
© Ha, ha, ha! | | 
« G. Phil. What does she laugh at? 
Maria. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
© G. Phil, What diverts you 50, pray ? 
* Maria. Ha, ha, ha! What a fine taudry * 
« you have made of yourself! Ha, ha! 
16. Phil. Figure, Madam! 
Maria. I shall die, I shall die! ha, ha, ha! 
6. Phil, Do you make a laughing-stock of me? 
Maria. No, Sir; by no means——Ha, ha, hal. 
6. Phil. Let me tell you, Miss, I don't under- 
£< stand being treated thus. | 
Maria. a! I can't pencidly help it—1—I—tHa 
0 hal 

© 6. Phl, I Shall * the room, and rel your 
0 papa, if you go on thus. = 
Maria. Sir, I beg your pardon aches times. 
Al am but a x giddy — a" help 3 
. *. hal 


A * 4 
5 
i , 
: : . * 


6. Phil. Ma'am, this is downright insult. 


| Maria. Sir, you look somehow or * 
dont know. how, so comically——Ha, ha, ha! 


« G. Phil. Did you never see a nr — 
« before ? | 

© Maria. Never like you—1 big your pardon, Sir 
0 —Ha, ha, hal 
© 6, Phil. Now here is an ideot in plains tell 
* you, this is your OG am dress'd in 
1 1 *. l tas 

* 6. Phil. Will you have done laughing? 


© Maria, Yes, Sir, 1 will——l will—---there— 
there there l have done. 


. Phil. Do 50 then, and behave yourslfalutle 


CT” © gedately. 


Maria. I will, Sir; VE: | won't look at him, . 


© then I shant laugh— | | [ Axide. : 


© G. Phil. Let me tell yon, Miss, that nobody un- 


derstands dress better than I do. 


Maria. Ha, ha, ha! 
. Phil. She's mad, sure. 

« « Maria, No, Sir, I am not mad—1 DIO Prong 
* Sir—T have done—I assure you, Sir, that nobody 
is more averse from ill manners, and would take 
© greater pains not to affront a * 


« ha, ha! 


© E. Phil. Again? Zounds! what do you —_ 
© you'll put mne in a a Pon. 1 can tell you, * 


h. 


6 Meria. I can't help it---indeed I car Beat 
E 


4 ft. 
0 me if you will, n can't 225 it, 
Ha, ha, ha! 

6. Phil. lever tet with, med wing hs dit 
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© Maria. I shall die---Do, Sir, let me —_—— 


o * will do me good---Ha, ha, ha! 


[Sits down in a fit of Longhing. 7 


c G. Phit. If this i is your way, I won't stay a mo- 

ment longer in the room---1 A go this 1 
tell your father. 

© Maria. Sir, Sir, Mr. Philpot, don t be $0 hasty, 

Sir -I have done, Sir; it's over now -I have had 
© my —_ out---I am a giddy girl --but ll be 
„grave. -1'l} compose myself, and act a differ. 

« ent scene with him from what I did in the morning, 


Lhave all the materials of an impertinent wit, and 
© I will now twirl him about the room, like a boy 


« Wy up his os with his finger and thumb. 


© Þ Horde, 
. Phil. Miss, I think you told me Y ou could read 
© and write?” 


life Do you love reading, Sir? 


I have read very little, and I'm resolv'd for 


read, Miss? 

Maria. Every thing. 

6. Phil. You have? 
Maria. Yes, Sir, I have. 


6. Phil. Oh! brave - and do you remenier what 
: you _ Miss — 


Maria. Read, Sir! Reading is the delight of my | 


6. Phil. Prodigiously--- How pert she is grown 


the future to read less. (Aside,) What: have you | 


I 
re 


for 


hat | 


Wn. 
Maria. Not so well as 1 could wisk--- Wits have - | 


wort memories. 
6. Phil. Oh! you are a wit too ? 
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Maria. 1 am- and do you Know that 1 feel my. 
elt provok d to a simile now? 

G. Phil. Provok'd to a similel— Let us hear it. 8 

Maria. What do you think we are both like! | 

C. Phil. Well 
Maria, Like Cymon and Inge in Dryden's 


fable. 


6. Phil. Jenny in Dry den- s fable! 
Maria. The fanning breeze upon her bosom blows 3 
To meet the fanning breeze, her bosom rose. 
That's me——now you. 
He trudg d along, unknowing what he conght, 
Ad whistled as he went (mimicks) for want of thought, 
6. Phi. This is not the same girl. [ Dicconcerted. 
Maria. Mark again, mark again: 5:4 
The fool of nature stood\with stupid eyes, 
nd gaping mouth that testiſied surprise. 
| Cie looks foolish, she laughs at lim. 
c Phit, must take care how I speak to her; she 
is not the fool I took her for. [ Aide, 
Maria. You scem $urpris'd, Sir——but this is 


my way—l read, Sir, and then I apply 1 have 


read every thing; Suckling, Waller, Milton, Dry- 


den, Lansdow ne, Gay, Prior, Swift, Addison, Pope, 


= Thomson. 

6. Tail. Hey ! the devil—what a clack is here! 
CI walks across the Sage. 

E 2 
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_ out a brief—or like some la 


peck'd by a wit, and so say no 
a capricious piece here is! - 


* ras ers. 1 


Maria, ( following him eagerly). Shakespeate, 
Fletcher, Otway, Southerne, Rowe, Congreve, Wi. 


cherly, Farquhar, Cibber, Vanbrugh, Steel, in : 


short every body; and I find them all wit, fire, vi- 


Vvaciay, spirit, genius, taste, imagination, raillery, 
humour, character, and sentiment— Well done, 


Miss Notable! you have play'd your part like a 


young actress in high favour with the town. [Aud 
6. Phil. Her tongue goes like a water-mill. 


Maria. What do you say to me now, Sir? 
6. Ts _ 1 * Know what the devil to say. 

| | [Azide, 
Maria. What's the matter, Sir? Why, you look as 


if the stocks were fallen ——or like London-bridge 
at low water, or like awaterman when the Thames is 


frozen—or like a politician without news—or like a 
prude without scandal—or li 


ers with one or 


G. Phil, Or like a poor dewl of a huſband hen. 


Maria. Oh, fie, yu have 5poil'd all—1 had not 


| Half done. 


6. Phil. There is enough of all conxcience—You 
may content yourself. 
Maria. But I can't be so easily contented—. 


| like a simile half a mile long. 


G Phil. I see you do. 
— Oh! And 1 make veris we vers The 


, n 


e a great lawyer with. 


1 
| 


an you give 

me an extempore ? 
G Phil. What does she mean No, N11 have . 
never a one about me. | 
Mara. You can't give me an e 


for shame, Mr. Philpot—1 love an extempore of all 
| . things; and I love the poets dearly ; their sense 50 


fine, their invention rich as Pactolus. | 
6 Phil. A poet rich as Pactolus—1 have heard = 
of that Pactolus in the city. 
Maria. Very like. | 
Pl. But you never heard - a poet a as rich as 
he. 
Moria, As who? | | | 
C. Phil. Pactolus He was a great 5 merchant | 


. —liv'd in the ward of Farringdown-without. 


Maria. Pactolus a Jew merchant !—Pactolus is a 


1 river, 


6 Phil. A river! 
Maria. Ves don't you underetand geography E 
C Plil. The girl's crazy! 


Maria. Oh! Sir, if you don't understand geogra- = 
| Phy you are nobody—1 understand geography, and 


| understand orthography ; you know I told you I 
can write—and 1 can dance too— will you dance a 


minuet? _ | [Sings and dances. 
& Phil, You $han't lead me a dance, 1 promise 


Meria. Oh! very well, Si. ou refuse me 
remember you'll hear inunediately of my being mar- 
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yourself. 
6. Plil. Not I, 1 promise you. 


Maria, Oh! very well very well remember | 
—-—mark my words—T'Il do it—you shall see —Ha, 
hal 5 [Runs off in 4 fit of langling. 


GEORGE ſolus 


6. Phil. Marry you! I would as soon carry my 
wife to live in Bow-street, and write over the -_ 


_« Philpot's punch-houge.” 
Enter Olo PaiLeoT and 81. Jasrzx. 


Sir Jaſp. (sﬆnging.) So rarely, so bravely we'll 
* hunt him over the downs, and we'll hoop and 


we'll hollo.“ Gee us your hand, young gentleman; 


well——what zay ye to un 5 * . 


clever girl? | 
G. Phil, A very e girl u. 


Sir Jaſp. Did not I tell un zo—then you have 
nothing to do but to consummate as soon as you will, 
6. Phil, No; you may keep her, Sir—l thank 


» you-—lPl have nothing to do with her. 


Old Phil. 's the matter now, George? 
C. Phil, Phd! she's a wit. e 
Sir Jasp. Ay, d wa 29. 5 


6. Phil. And that's worse then t 235 am 


off, Sir. 


great wit. 
5 Enter Manta. 


Maria. Well, papa, the gentleman won't m „ 
0/4 P4:/, The gumſkull won't do as his father 


4. 
ried to another, and then you'll be ready to hang 


— 
= . : 


Sir Fasp. Odds heart! 1 am afraid you are . 


bid him; and 50, Sir Jasper, with your consent, ru 
me a proposal to the young lady myself. 


| vigourto all nature. 


| 1 know the law better nor any on ye- 
bands at once—No, no—Men are scarce, and that's 


CE PE eee 
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Maria. How ! what does he say? | 
© Old Phil. I am in the prime of my days, and I can 


[ be a briſk lover still Fair lady, a glance of your 


eye is like the returning sun in the'spring—it melts 
away the frost of age, and gives a new warmth and 
[ Falls a coughing, 

Moria. Dear heart ! 1 should like to have a scene 


& Jasp. Hey whats in the wind no 


This won't take ——My girl shall have fair play 


No old fellow shall totter to her bed What say you, 
my girl, will you rock his cradle? — | 
"Marie. Sir, I have one small doubt Pray can 


Ive two huſbands fr a time ? 


6. Phil. There” S$ a W now | She | 1s grown 


1 foolishagain. 


Ole Phil. Fair lady, the law of the land 
Sir Jap. Hold ye, hold ye; let me talk of law;= 
Two hus- 


downright poaching. 

Maria, I am sorry for it, 8u— For then I ca | 
marry him, I see. : 
Sir Jasp. Why not ? 

Maria. I am contracted to another: 
Sir Jasp. Contracted ! to whom? | 
Maria. To Mr. Beaufort——that gentleman, Sin, 

Old Phil. That gentleman>z 


Ras. Ves, ny (throws open * My name 


* 
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is 1 I hope, Sir Jasper, wheg you 
consider my fortune, and my real affection for 


daughter, you will generously forgive the «tratagem 


I have made use of. 


Ser Jasp. Master Quagmire !—What, are you 
young Beaufort all this time 


Old Phil. That won't do, Sir ——that won't take. 
Beau. But it must take, Sir——You have Sign'd_ 


the deeds for your daughter's marriage; and Sir Jaz- 


| per by this instrument has made me his son- in- law. 


Old Phil. How is this, how is this! Then, 4 „ 
per you will ue to cancel the * 1 euppoze ʒ 4 


for you 


3330 


| my promise, and your son refused, and so the wench 


has look'd ont slily for herself elsewhere. Did 1 

not tell you she was a clever girl! I ben't asham d o 

my girl—Our Moll, you have done no harm, and 
Mir. Beaufort is welcome to you with all my heart. 


bl stand to what I have signed, 0 you have 
taken me by surprise. 
Wild. Bravo! my scheme has PR we" ak. 
Old Phil. And so here I am bubbled and choused 
out of my money—George, George, what a day's 


work have we made of it !—Well, if it must be 80, 5 


ve it 80—l1 desire, young gentleman, you will come 


and take my daughter away to-morrow mbrning- 


And, I'll tell you what, here, here—take my family- 


watch into the bargain ; and I wish it may play you 
just such another trick as it has me; that's U 5 


erer go intriguing with a family-watch again. 


* 
7 

4 

F 
„ 


: 


dee it again while I live---1'll pop into a hackney- 


AS 


aan. 


| Maria. Well, Sir! (to G. Phil.) What do you 
think of me now ? . 


Virtuoso Hal ha! 


C. Phil. Yes! and much "good may*t do your hus- 


pand -I have been connoissur'd among ye to some 


| Bubbled at play—dup'd by my wench— 
_ cudgel'd by a rake—laugh'd at by a girl—detected 
by my father and there is the sum total of all I 


| have got at this end of the town. 
old Phil. This end of the town ! I desire never to 


coach this moment, drive to Mincing-lane, and ne- | 


[7 ver venture back to this side of 3 


. 


| [Going, 
6. Phil. And, Sir, Sir! hall I drive 3 
ola Phil. Ay; you or any body. [Exit, 
'A Phil, I'll overturn the old hocus at the first 
corner. | [ Following him. 
Sir Jasp. T hey shan't 80 Zo, neither- they shall 
Stay and crack a bottle. [Exit after them. 
Maria. Well, brother, how have l play'd al pare : 
Mild. | 
Beau. 


} To a * 


Love urg' d me on to try all wily arts 

To win your--(to Beau.) No ! not yours--== 
To win your hearts [ To the Audience, 
Four hearts to win is now my aim alone; 
Tiere / I grow, the harvest is your own,” 


- 
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Maria. Have I !----L don't know how that i 16 — — 


1 


EPILOGUE, 


rakes as you 
That bring vile jokes, and foul dishonour tony 
"AY Col our city youth. 
Ceo. — i very true. 
_ Fath. St. — end o“ the town 


C4. — No place for me. 


Full. No 5 — manners disagree 
With ours entirely---Yet you there nn. 
Las ape Gay fic 


Aud so am * 
Fath. There you all learn a vanity in vice; 


CE meme 


..__ You turn mere 8 game — 
| Fath. Bubbled at play- 
Geo. vat Sir. 


| Fall. lb. By every common cheat. 
. 55 here's two witnesses-= [ Pulls out his pockets. 


Lou get well beat. 


= Full. You dare to give ” I — 
Ceo. — . — 


BY OLD PHILPOT AND GEORGE PHILPOT.. 


. O . N George! is rock young | | 


Oh damn the dice. 


Geo. A witness too of that [Slows hi head}, aud there's 
another. He [To young Wilding, 


. 
—_———— A 


| Fat 


Fat 


IT. 


CY 
——— — gt A; - n AT * 3 x OED VET 


"aa __ there's another vice- 


FFILOGUE. | 59 


ki Affronts to 2 | 

Gro. nn — —— Twas 2 rash ai 

. — you lie!“ | give you sat Is faction. 

| [ Mrmiching, 
r | 4 

Cw. That's a sad thing, Sir! I'll be judg'd by you-—--- 

Tak. The dog he has — = 

Ceo. Think vou it ine ble — 

Fath, ——— . Miserable plight ! 


Ceo. For grave threescore to skulk with trembling * 
And envy each young lover that he sees! 


Think you it fitting thus abroad to roam! 
Fath, Wou'd I had stay d to cast accounts at 2 \ 


Fall. - Shan give o'er. F 
Geo, You * for ever o'er your much-lov'd store, 

And scraping cent. fer cent. still pine for more. j 
At Jonathan's, where millions are undone ; : 

Nou cheat a nation, and now, cheat your son. 
Fath. Rascal, ne | 
Ceo. I could add, but am loth-=-—_—_— 

Fath, Kacugh This jury [70 the audience] will convict us 
both. | 


Geo, Then to the court we'd better make mb; ; 


Ladies and gentlemen with true contrit ion, 
1 here confess my faults, ye courtly train 
Farewell! farewell, ye giddy and ye vain! 
| I now take up, forsake the vain and witty, 
To live henceforth a credit to the city. 


* 


— p — 1 OI IA 24 — 


„„ — 


60 EPI LOGUE. 


Fan. You tee me here quite cover'd o'er with thamey 


R gb 
Come, George, to mend is all the beat can bean. 


| Pang gore nyo earcly 
Fath. ——— ——— ts dts a tens 


% May Britons thunder on her foes be hurl'd. 


George. And „ London prove the market of the world.” 


: 


[1 


